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ew adventures of 
» LIGHTNING • UNKNOWN SOLDIER 
CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS 



^v.e.y 



WHAT GOES ON 

HERE? THOSE POOB 

FELLOWS LOOK LIKE 

THEY WERE; CSOINIG TO 

FUNEEAL,EATHER 

THAN TO VVOQK." 







"M 






SuNEISE ANP ON THE 
OUTSKIRTS OF THE CITY 
MAGNO SEES A STRANSE 
SICHT! 



60*"° ^S«> 0<5 



£<* 




tig*** 



YOU CAN TRUST ME, 
MAPAfA. YOU SAY 'tOUR 
HUSBAND ^^UST WOEK. 

THESES WHV? 




THE TRUCK RACES MADLY AWAY BUT 
MAGNO SIMPLY ENKsSIZES HIMSELF 
TO THE TKUCK'« ENGINE! 



THE SPY DESERTS THE 
TKUCK FOE THE PLANE 




THE CLOAKED R5UM 
LEAPS INTO SVNARLINS 
ACTION.., IT IS THE BLACK 
PUMA, CRUEL ANO SIN- 
ISTER AS THE BEAST 
^e IS NAMED AFTER J 



MAGNO THROWS A NICE 
FOOTBALL BLOCK, 
KNOCKING THE SUN 
FROM THE PUMAS HAND 



THAT FELLOW OBSERVES 
NOT, 




MASNO.'BETTER KILL 
YOU NOW A-S LATER ? 




__ i^— SSii ^^ 

MAKE A FOOL OF ME, WILL YOU.' NO 
MAN CAM DO THAT .AND LIVE/. 

■SORR-r;<rHLW\ : SL>T HEBEB ' 
ONE WHO CAN__ AND LIVE 

TO ^EE Tt?L> DOINS A * 

LOCK STEP 




C3EE» I FE"FL FUNNY A STRONG 

AAAGMETIC F=ULI MASNO • 




WHEW.'THAT ) okay, kid. 

WAS CLOSE, / HURRY 

N THANKS, J AND 
WA<S"NO 7 LOOSEN 



PONT GIVEf THEM A CHANCE/ THERE'S MORE" THAN 
HURRY, USE THE SAS! Jj-'ONE WAV TO SWITCH A 
CAT J HOW Do YOU 
THESE TREES ARE \ n n-»_^ LIKE IT 7 




L.OOK s AS IP YOUR 
FRIEND, MAGNO, IS DO- 
ING ALL RIGHT FOE 
HW^SEUF 



THE CAPTAIN IS RIGHT!! 




PAVEY EXEBCISES ALL HIS MAS - 
NET IC STRENGTH TO BEFLECT THE SHELLS 




f\ HAVE A FEELING 
THE BLACK PUAAA 
UP TO SOME 
TRfC<S f 




BOY-OBOY? THIS IS JUST 
THE TONIC WE NEEDED? 



IT'S ALL. YOUR 





AND 
DON'T FORGET 

IN THE NEXT 



PEOPLE 
FLOCK 
TO A 

Hueff 

PROTEST 

MEETING 



MAOISON 
SQUABE 
GABDEN 



NOW LET ME INTBOOUCF SOME 
OP THE CELEBBITIES WHO 
WILL SPEAK IN THE CAUSE 
OF AMEBICAW LIBERTIES 
JAY MILLARD.THE GREAT 
AMERICAN HERO 




AS THE TOAD TUENS THE DIALS OF HIS 
DEATH DEVICE A STRANSE PHENOMENON 
TAKES PLACE ON THE PLATFORM 



WHILE IN THE BOS ABOVE — 




1HEN TO 
THE UTTBK, 
AMAZEMENT 

OP THE 

SARINS 

AUDIENCE, 

THE 

TO A© 

SUDDENLY 

LEAPS 

DOWN 

INTO 

THE 

CROWD 




PROP. DAVIS, A SCIENTIST ASSOCIATE OP | 
MILLARD, EXPLAINS To LASH... .THEN... 



WHO HAS THE MANUSceiPT I IT WA5 SNATCHED BY 
OP THE SPEECH NOW? I'LL /OWE Op THE TOAD'S 
MAKE IT PUBLIC .' THAT'S / MEW ROSINS AS A 



DALE.' DAUSHTEB! ) DAD! SOMEONE 
ARE YOU ALL J/SLUGGED ME.' WHAT^ 
C IGHT? ^^-^SOES ON? I CAN'T 

FINISH MV 
Bni^ptA^u^.„V\ BROADCAST I 



■ WHAT 
■ \A MILLARD 



/GUARD! THAT WA5 
iTHE ONLY COPY OP 
>C^\THE SPEECH 
&** 




iS -J 



MILLACD HA? BEEN 
KILLED BY THE TOAD To\ 
, , PREVENT THE BEADING Of| 
i*£,\A SPEECH THAT MIGHT 

influence coNseess 

ASAIMST A NEGOTIATED 
PEACE ! IT IS UP TO US 
f3*> TO PINP OUT WHAT ' 
IT WAS MILLAPD WAS 
GOIHC TO SAY-- AND 
TO APPREHEND. 
THE TOAD' 



MEANWHILE, AT THE TOADS 
HEADQUABTEgS.. 



DEC 
TOAD 
"STOPPED 
DEB MEETING; f HE DID 
A'S HE SAID- HA! HA! SOT 
DAT PACE 



^ 



\ TOLD TOO NOT 
"TO CALL ME 

NAME" IS 

WESTON. 



LISTEN.* OUR 
MEN ARE 
COM IWff ; 
you VANT 
OEM TO 
PIND U? 
IKE THIS7 




\ DON'T CARE WHAT I'M CALLED BV 
THE BEST OF THE WOB-B.. SOT 
AMONS WV OWN MEN. I WANT 
EPSPECTI 




AHH, FBANK1 Vol) 

HAVE THE SPEECH j 
I PRESUME 
EH7 



Nl-N-NO r 

WHEN THE 
[ LIGHTS WENT OUT 
I GRABBED THE SPEECH 
I^AND LAMMET>! BUT 
..THE COPS 
XcHASED ME 
.AND 



» 



'. /> 



l-l- SB.OKET INTO THE 

sboadcasting sooth. 1 
knocked out the girll 
Announcer and hid 
,the speech 

IN THE 
BOTTOM 
OF 1 THE 
MIK.E 



^TUPIDnV! 
UTTETR. ■STUPIDITY! 
TELL ME WHAT 
•STATION DOES^ 
THE MIKE , 
BELONG 
TO?' 



WHAT A 
DOPE I AM • 
* i forbot to 
look* 



PH^ 



HAVE? A 
HEAOT! MV 
HEADS BUZZING,') 

..MY HEAD. 



JJnd 

THE 
TOAD 


~ 


: 


TOONS 


' 


ON 




HIS 




SOUND 




WAVE 




MACHINE 


$k 


• 





fi n/</ , 






THAT FINI-SHES HIM.' NOW - 

WE MUST SET THAT SPEBCH ! 

WE SHALL SEARCH EVERY 

RADIO -STATION UNTIL 

WE FIND IT » 



"fi\ 



VZOGfA IN /AY 
[ ORGANIZATION 
kFOR BUStSUEIS-sr 



^1 
1 



AND LIKE A HURTLING TBBNAOO, THE 
TOAD AND HIS MEN -SWEEP THKOUGH 
THE OADIO STATIONS, "5 ETA CCH I N « 
POO THE SPEECH j 



AT WMCT.WHESE PALE DAVI 
DUCTS HEE DAII^ - BROADCAST 



•S OON- 



I SOT IT, . S AH ! - ' — <T LET ME SO? 

CHIEF.' HECEVEyCELLENT! \ LET ME GO.. 

it ks ; ^excellent; >, O o..n> 




SWIFTLY LASH BREAKS DOWN 

THE door And shoots up 
THE ELEVATOR SHAFT. 



AS THE TOAD PREPARES TO L EAP OFF THE 

ROOF.: 




IT'S LIGHTNING! HE5 ITHATB ALL RISHT--IU. 
THE ONE WHO DROVE ./SET H/M LATER! RISHT 
OFF THE TOAD.V-<N0W. IVE COT SOMETHING 
MORE IMPORTANT TO PO " 












idfr* 



AND WHILE LASH DESPERATELY TRIES TO FIND A 
(WAY OF CATCHING THE. TOAD, AMERICA STOPS 

TALKING/ IT BECOMES a country OF THE | 

SPEECHLESS - 





IW\ ASHAMED OP YOU/jt 
FATHEB! OUR 
COUNTRY IS HELD 
HELPLESS IN THE HANDS 
OF A MANIAC AND 
YOU WON'T DO 
ANYTHINS.' 
LA-SH'S PLAN 
■SOUNDS 
I.O a I CA.L 




YDU ACE EXAGGE12-, 
ATINS THE 

DANSEE, •SIB.' 




SOOD.' I'LL PBEPARE YOUR 
WAND DYNAMO! THEN 




AFEW MINUTES LATER, OUT- 
SIDE THE 50UND-PROOF ROOM 





HAVING 
BE POSIT- 
ED THE 
TOAD 
WITH THE 
POLICE 
LASH 
BROAD- 
CASTS 
TO 
THE 



Pawn of 



By Ralph. 



CHARLEY COFFEEPOT stared into Pete 
Caraher's bloodshot eyes and saw the flames 
of murder that burned in them. He knew 
from the moment they uncovered the rich 
gold ledge in Skeleton Gulch that Pete was going 
to kill him and take everything. He turned from 
the scene of the strike, leaving Pete alone to 
grovel in the sand, clawing at the quartz, tearing 
out the stringers of yellow gold. 

He sat down on a boulder, in the blistering sun, 
trying to think. He was still there an hour later, 
when Pete went to the spring at the head of the 
gulch, his bleeding hands filled with rich quartz. 
He was going .to wash some of the gold,- and see 
what it looked like when it was dripping Wet. 

Charley moved over to their tent. He got his 
six-shooter and strapped it around his loins. Then 
he went back to the ledge and took up his short- 
handled pick, setting to work breaking down the 
quartz where the gold lay in free stringers as long 
as tt man's finger. 

After a while Pete returned from the spring. 
Charley watched him, resting a hand on the butt 
of his gun. Pete's little pig eyes were glassy. His 
thick lips were half parted in a soundless snarl — 
the greedy snarl of a wolf at the kill, Using his 
prospector's hammer, he pulverized the quartz 
which Charley had knocked loose, sorting out the 
lump gold, letting the finer stuff go. The nuggets he 
shoved into his pockets. 

They kept at the Vork until dark. Then Charley 
went hack to the campsite where he cooked their 
meal. Pete took the gold they had gleaned, and 
played with it, never letting Charley touch it. 

Charley thought: "He's plannin' to kill me an' 
take all of it." Then he said aloud, "Chuck's 
ready " 

Pete ate ravenously of the sidepork and flap- 
jacks, stuffing the food into his mouth with his 
ringers, washing it down with gulps of scalding 
tea. Charley kept his gun out in full view. Pete was 
a hog. If thejj were on the desert, with only 
enough water for .one of them, Pete would take 
it, Charley thought. 

The next day they went ahead with their work 
on the ledge And thereafter, for days, Charley 
swung the pick and Pe'te gathered and hoarded 
the gold. 

One day Pete looked at Charley and asked: 
"Why you packin' that gun?" 

"In case of anything," Charley answered, going 
on picking. 

"They ain't no loads fer it," Pete challenged. 

"Mebbe' I saved out a bullet," said Charley. 

Pete kept on sorting out . the nuggets and 
dropping them into a tin pail. That pail had come 
to have significance. Charley knew that when it 
was filled, Pete would be ready to kill him. The 
hard work would be finished. The pail was now 
overflowing. Pete stared at his partner. 

"I'm pullin' stakes at dark, an' tcavelin' nights," 
he mouthed. 



"It's half mine," Charley said stubbornly. 

Pete got slowly to his feet, a leering grin on 
his bearded face. He was clutching his hammer 
in his hamlike fist. He moved toward his partner. 
Charley wrapped his fingers about i.he butt of his 
gun, half drawing it from its holster. Pete stopped 
and threw back his head, laughing raucously. 

"Sure," he said finally. "Sure it's half your'n, 
Charley!" 

After that they got ready for the long and peril- 
ous trip across the Moclips desert to Stardust. 
When the burro was loaded, there remained only 
the gold to care for, and the filling of the two big 
canvas water bags. Pete looked after the gold. He 
wouldn't .trust it out of his sight, even here in 
Skeleton Gulch, alone with his partner. So Charley 
gathered up the water bags. They were more 
important to them than the gold, in crossing the 
Moclips. But Pete didn't think so. He didn't even 
look up when Charley headed for the spring. 

With the bags bulging, Charley packed them 
back to camp, where Pete had the gold stowed 
away on the burro. He hefted the containers, see- 
ing they were filled to capacity. Then he hung 
theni on the pack and started the burro. 

Darkness overtook them before they had fairly 
gotten started. Pete led the way, as he always 
did, moving with long, machinelike strides that 
were tireless. The burro, its head down, followed 
doggedly in his footsteps. And bringing up the 
rear came Charley Coffeepot. 

They traveled steadily all that first night, guided 
by the stars. Every two hours Pete would pause, 
waiting until Charley and the burro caught up 
with him. Then he'd demand the water bag, and 
wet his lips from it, letting a few drops trickle 
down his throat. And Charley would take a 
swallow, too. 

DAWN came out of the east. Almost without 
warning, there was the fiery red sun, rolling 
over the rim of the- earth, sucking the moisture 
from their bodies. Pete stretched out at the base 
of a low mesa and was instantly asleep. Charley 
cat-napped through the long day, until the sha- 
dows began to creep, across the desert. Then they 
ate, and once more moved out onto the floor of 
the Moclips. 

When they halted in the darkness, Charley 
would take his position where he could see the 
profile of Pete's body. He expectd his partner to 
slip his big, sharp-edged knife from its sheath, 
and plunge it into his heart. 

Just before "daybreak they entered the mouth 
of a deep, black canyon through which they must 
pass. Charley was filled with misgivings. Here 
would be the place for his greedy partner to turn 
upon him and strike him down. 

Ahead, Pete's, steps faltered in the inky black- 
ness. Stumbling along behind, Charley listened, 
letting his thoughts possess him. Nor was he 
greatly surprised when he heard Pete feeling his 



Skeleton Gulch 



Powers 

way back toward him. He gripped the stock of 
his gun, waiting. 

"What you want, Pete?" he demanded, 

Pete came on without answering. Charley put 
his back against the canypn wall. 

"Don't come no closer, Pete!" he warned. "I'm 
cover in' you!" 

Pete's shuffling feet paused. He chuckled. Char- 
ley drew a moist tongue across his dry lips. 

"What you scairt of, Charley?" Pete Rung out 
into the thick, heavy silence. "Hand me the can- 
teen." 

"Here is it," Charley said with relief, lifting the 
partially emptied water bag with one hand, while 
he held his gun in the other. Pete struck a match. 
In the sudden flare he saw Charley standing with 
the water bag and his gun. And Charley got a 
look at Pete's face. There was a sinister leer on it. 

The bag was three-fourths empty. But the 
second night was almost gone. 

"Gotta make this bag last through most of 
t'morrer night," Pete said, hefting it. Then he 
chuckled, in a way that sent a shiver along Char- 
ley's, spine. 

When the second day overtook them, Pete re- 
moved the gold pouches from the pack and thrust 
his hands into them, fondling the yellow metal. 
His pig eyes were glittering, in behind his heavy 
beard. And every now and then he glanced at 
Charley and chuckled. 

Charley waited until Pete slept. Then he propped 
his back against a boulder, facing Pete, with his 
gun on his lap. He knew that Pete's scheming 
brain hadn't been idle; knew that the time was 
almost at hand, when Pete would strike. But he 
was so dead tired that he couldn't keep his eyes 
open. When, hours later, he was awakened by the 
burro tramping near him, he sprang to his feet 
with his gun out. Only Pete was still sleeping 
soundly, clutching the gold pouches. 

The suffocating desert day had passed, so Char- 
ley fixed their meal. Pete aroused at the smell of 
food.»But when he had stuffed himself,- he delayed 
his departure. Instead, he slowly drew his long, 
double-edged knife from its sheath. He was a huge 
man, standing over six feet, and broad-shouldered. 

"Charley," he said, "I'm gonna kill you!" 

Charley tilted the barrel of his gun, so that the 
muzzle covered Pete. 

"Stay away or I'll pull the trigger!" he warned. 

Pete kept on coming. "You ain't bluffin' me 
with a empty gun!" he rasped. . 

"Like I said, mebbe I found another bullet!" 

Pete's laugh taunted him. "Ever since we made 
the strike, I been figgerin', Charley," he said. "We 
had a box of bullets. An' I've remembered where 
every one of 'em was fired. They ain't none left!" 

"You could 'a' made a mistake." 

"I didn't though. So I'm gonna kill you!" 

"You're takin* a chance!" Charley flung back, 
holding his ground. 

Pete's eyes were glazed. He was studying his 



partner, and Charley saw the first flicker of doubt 
beginning to show. These- two were stripped to 
the lowest level, where there is but one law, the 
survival of the fittest. 

"No," Pete said. "It's a hundred to one in my 
favor." 

Charley Coffeepot didn't flinch, He kept on 
looking steadily at Pete. 

"Say I only got a hundredth chance," he coun- 
tered. "Well, I'll bet that agin' your ninety-nine 
chances — winner take all, Pete." 

Pete grew suspicious. "How?" he asked. 

"We'll draw straws," Charley said. "The long 
straw wins. Then we- divide the grub an' water, 
an' the loser'll head south fer the Peculis coun- 
try." 

Pete thought this over, looking for a catch. He 
thought about that one hundredth chance that 
there was a bullet in Charley's gun. His eyes grew 
beady. 

"I'll fix the straws. an 'hold 'em," he said, nod- 
ding his shaggy head. 

Pete used his knife to clip a twig from a mes- 
quite bush. He shaped two sticks, which he held, 
in his extended hand. Charley drew one. 

"You lose!" Pete rasped, tossing his stick away 
-without giving Charley a chance to compare thera," 
But Charley didn't protest 

"Go ahead an' divide the stuff," he said to Pete. 

The big man went through the grub pack, and '■ 
tossed aside a meager portion for Charley. Then 
he looked at the two water bags. One of them 
had not been touched yet. The other was only a 
fourth full. Pete laid the lighter one with Charley's 
supplies. 

"That'll do you," he said, though he knew it 
wasn't enough to take him a third of the way 
through to the Peculis country. Still, Charley 
said nothing. 

Pete packed the burro, balancing the gold pokes 
against the full water bag. Then he moved on 
toward Stardust, without a backward glance. 
Charley sat on a boulder watching him, his thin, 
leathery face inscrutable, until Pete had vanished 
from sight. 

Then he tossed his empty gun away, gathered 
up the grub and water bag. He turned back to- 
ward Skeleton Gulch where there was water—* 
and the gold. 

"One of us hadda die," he said aloud. "Pete 
went an' made it that way." 

He'd have to conserve his water, what little he 
had. But he could make it through. 

But Pete! Charley had seen the length of the 
stick which Pete had thrown away. He had thought, 
when he tplanned the drawing, that Pete would 
claim the long one. He had thought also that Pete 
would divide the food and water the way he had. 

That was why he had taken that hundredth 
chance, and filled one of the bags with water, and 
the other one with moist sand! 




IN A UNITED STATES C\TY, A HLK3E RE- 
FRIGERATION PLANT IS UNDER CONSTRUCTION 




l HE UNKNOWN SOLDIER! WHO 

he Is and where he gomes 

FROM NO ONE KNOWS.. .THEY 
KNOW ONLV THAT WHEN 
DEMOCRATIC NATIONS AND 
FREE PEOPLE FACE THEIR. 
DARKEST HOURS ONLY THEN 
DOES HE APPEAR ! 



THIS REFRIGERATION PLANT IS 
ALL PAST OF A SIANT SCHEME 
TO OPEN UP A SECOND FRONT 
IW EUROPE BY ARMING AMD 
FEEDING THE OCCUPI 
-COUNTRIES FROM THE All 



FOOD, REFRIGERATED IN THIS 
PLANT WOULD RETAIN ALL OF 
ITS NUTRITIOUS QUALITIES 
AMP WOULD <SO A LONG WAV 
TOWARD REVIVING THE 
STRENGTH OF THESE PEOPiE 
THE ICICLE IS EV1DENLV AN 
AVIS AS ENT ATTEMPTING 
TO PREVENT THIS. ONLY 
ONE MAN 

BROTHER 



MY BROTHER AND MYSELF 
INVENTED THIS EEFRISEeA- 
TlON PBOCESS IN FRANCE. 
WHEN OUIR COUNTRY FELL 
I ESCAPED BUT- HE WENT 
OVEE TO THE NAZIS. THE 
QUICK FREEZIN5 TACTICS 
OF THE ICICLE" ARE OUR 
PROCESS IN ACTION. 
FIND MV BROTHER AklD, 
YOU HAVE 
YOUR KILLE 




I'M NOT -SORRY. ME" WAS 
A TRAITOR TO FRANCE" 
AND EVERYTHING THAT I* 
DECENT...WITH HIM OUT OF 
THE WAX THE PLANT 
CAN BE 'COMPLETED IN 
MATTER OF DAVS 




WHILE ALL OVER THE LAND IN- 
NOCENT HOSTASES FALL BE- 
NEATH THE FIRE OF EXECUTION 
SQUAD*. | SHpoT THg p|as 
IN THE STOMACH SO THEY FALL 
FOEWARD INTO THE TRENCHES 



BENEATH THE CELLARS OF PARIS 

THEY ACE OUE ALLIES 1 .., 
THE ENGLISH ... AND THE 
AMERICANS ABE SENDING" 
\J=, FOOD AND GUN'S... USE 




WE LL FIGHT ON 
TILL EITHER NO 
FRENCHMAN OR 
NO GERMAN 
REMAINS ALIVE 
IN t'RANCE» ; 




I'VESOT TO SAVE LEMAIB, 
BUT I CAN'T JUST RIP HIM 
LOOSE. IT WOULD TAKE 
ME A HALF HOOP. TO GET 
HIM OUT OC THIS CON- 
TRAPTION WITHOUT IN 
JURIN.5 HIM 



THERE'S SOME REASON 
WHY WE WERE LURED 
FROM THE PLANT. AND 
I INTEND TO FIND OUT 
WHAT IT IS • 



OUR PLAN WORKS TO 
PERFECTION . I'AA GOING 
INTO THE PLANT NOW. IP 
I DON'T RETURN SEFORE 
THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER. 
LEAVES HERE.SISNAL 




BUT BEFORE THE STARVING PRENCH CAN DOWN 

BITE OF THE" POISONED FOOD, THE UNKNOWN^ 
SOLDIERS APPFAHS...POE THIS IS TME DARK 
EST MOMENT- OF A FREE PEOPLE ! I 




STARTING A WHIRLWIND WITH 
THE REVOLVING SPEED OF HIS 
BODY, THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER 
<SATHEC5 UP ALL THE STOCKS 
OF THE POISONED F 
FOOD j!-! A 



... AND TOO LATE TO STOP 
IT FROM BEINS SHIPPED. WE 
DISCOVERED THE FROZEN 
FOOD HAD SEEN POISONED 
SO OUR. AGENTS TIPPED 
THE GESTAPO, HOPING 
THEY'D GRAB IT TO PRE- 
VENT DISTRIBUTION" 



THEY SfrABSED IT,ALL RIGHT, 
ONLY TO INCREASE THE DIS- 
TRIBUTION... BUT THANK 
GOODNESS THATS BEEN , 
PREVENTED. BUT NOW 
THERE ARE NEW SHIP- 
MENTS COMINS,.,GUN5 




TRUE TO THE UNKNOWN 
SOLDIER'S WORD, THE NEW 
SHIPMENTS ARRIVE, AND 
LED BY LUCILLE LE MAlR, 

THE UNDERGROUND REVOLTS 



THROW OFF YOUR J DEATH 
BONDS* RlSET-^TO Tl- 
FREh 




SWEEPING THE HUN SEF3S2E 
THEM, THE FISHTlNfi FRENCH 
CAPTURE THE OCCUPIED 



...AND PAVE THE WAY COR A 

UNITED NATIONS AEMY OF 
OCCUPATION. THE SECOND 
FRONT (N fifUBOPE HAS __-- 
BEEN ESTABLISHED \ \ 




BUT "YOU'RE - GETTING 
THEM | COME ALONG AMP 
I'LL. ANSWER BOTH OF 
YOUR QUESTIONS] 




REALIZING THAT ¥©U HAO 
IDENTIFIED HIM AS THE 
ICICLE YOUR BROTHER, 
DEC \ DEC TO PLAY PWP 
*0 THAT HE WOULD MOT 
BE" CAUGHT, HE FROZE 
HlM«SELF IKJTO A STATE" OF 
TEMPORARY CATALEPSY 
AND WITH THE AIP OF THE { 
MORGUE DEEPER. USED 
THIS PLACE 1 AS HIS HIDE 




HIS ONE BIG MISTAKE WAS: 
ATTACKING YOU IKI THE — sg? 
BUTCHER ROOM OF THE ^^ 
REFRIGERATION PLANT, THE 1 
SAW&UST ON THE ,Fl_OOK 
THERE STUCK TO THE ICE 
ON HIE FEET, AND LEFT A 
PERFECT TRAIL STRAIGHT^ 
TO HIS HI PINS 




ALL CRIMINALS MAKE 

MISTAKES, WHETHER 
THEY ARE CRIMINAL 
NATIONS OR JUST CRN* 
INA.L. P-EOPLE. HELP TO 
SHOW THE AXIS THE 
ERROR OF THEIR WAYS 
BY BUYING WAR 

BONDS*-' STAMPS 

> I'LL BE SEEING < 

YOU AGAIN IN THE 

NEXT ISSUE OF 



I -I'M SAMPS 

JESSY- H-HI&E 
THE- fHCATAGE 
THEY- THEY'LL , 

8E~ -COM/NG 

AFTER IT. , 






THE - PAUGHT&e OF JASPE/3 
BYet? PPESIPENT Of= THE 
CITY COUNCIL . HMMM - 
SHE ANP> THE PEAl? JESSY 
SEEM TO HAVE MAP SOME" 
SECRET ANP PERHAPS 



NO CLUE /N TH'/S STUPE 
FROAA JESSY'S POCkTET^- 
— WAIT A M/MUTE-, HEME'S 
A LETTEtZ E&OM &YAT&Z 
l-IIMS 







■^SSS^rS**! 






My. 




MY P&US SWA <STOW 
THtS IS NOT A) <SAB 

SVT A 
f=UNERAL\\ 

VOU& 
<rC5TUM£-} 



CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS TELLS 
BARBARA OF THE EVENTS AT 
JAMES JESSYS OFFICE" AND 
OF HER FATHER'S LETTER... 




Isol 



fool. I ponT lst him 

THAT COf*f=INf 




CAPTAIN. COURAGEOUS NOW STICKS THE 
HATPIN! INTO THE DEATHLV FIGURE" JN 
THE COFFIN.... 





THE B/G ffo^S OF ALU THE 
CITY PACKETS HAP SOME- 
THING ON US. HE MAPE 
US HI&E A POWH-ANP-OUT 
ACTOR TO BE THE COCP5E 
ANP FAKE THE PEATH 
CERTIFICATES ANP ALU . 
BUT PONT ASK ME WHO 
THE BIG SHOT tS. / PON'T 
KNOW. 




NOW WE'VE ) ANP 
(SOT TO IFINP 

Fiauee out) out 

WHY THE /WHESS 

•city \ pooe 

BACKETS' PAP 
BOSS MKEP \l?EALLY 
Youe FATHEESJ IS. 
PEATH ANP-/ THE, 

sesEw 

•SKULL 
MUST HOLD 
THE- 
ANSWEB 




VAHtVA I THS \MAVBE 
COUL&N'TJHFAeSF J TH£W£ 
CATCTH ( THAT J GOT 

OUTSIPB)PAC> IN IT. 
I'M GO- 
ING AFTS0 
THEMt 



you'ee not /n THE" BtHSrtT 

CONPIT/ON 7& et&E THAT 

THING! BUT I'LL eFME&V 

THAT * Vou'ffS - ON£~ OF 

THB GUVS WHO SHOT 

THB T£A& GAS /N AAV 




IF THATS ALL V&V WANT, 
THIS PAWN TICKET WILL 

<set it t=oe you. the~ 

GSEEN SKULL MEANS 
NOTHING TO ME! 



AFTER THE "BOSS"LFAVES 
UGHTSCOMF ON-.ANDTHEN 




TAKE THE YANKEE PISS 
BELOW AND LOCK 'EM UP.' 
AND WE'EE GOING TO TAKE 
OlEtlTHIS SHIP— IT'S 
FASTER THAN 
vOUKS / 




NOW, 

WITH THE 
SEA LION 

OAICE 

MORE 

UMDEE 

CAPTAIM 

TYSON'S 

COWMUD, 

AND THE 

/NAZI 
SEAMEAl 
SAFELY 
SECURED- 



WE HAVE STILL TO SAVE THE BEST 
OF THE LISBETH'S CREW, MEW 
YOURSELVES IN THE PRISONERS 
TLOTHES. THEN MAM THE LAUNCH 



A SjjQgr TIME LATEE, ABOARD THE 




The97 Pound 
Weakling 

— Who became "The World's 
Most Perfectly Developed Man" 

"I'll prove that YOU too 
can be a NEW MAN!" 



I KNOW, myself, what it means to have the kind of 
body that people pity! Of course, you wouldn't know 
it to look at me now, but I was once a skinny weakling 
who weighed only 97 lbs.! I was ashamed to strip for sports 
or undress for a swim. I was such a poor specimen of physical 
development that I was constantly self-conscious and embar- 
rassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I discovered "Dynamic Tension". It gave me 
a body that won for me the title "World's Most Perfectly 
Developed Man." 

When I say I can make you over into a man of giant 
power and energy, I know what I'm talking about. I've 
seen my new system, "Dynamic Tension," transform 
hundreds of weak, puny men into Atlas Champions. 

Only 15 Minutes a Day 

Do you want big, broad shoulders — a fine, powerful 
chest — biceps like steel — arms and legs rippling with mus- 
cular strength — a stomach ridged with bands of sinewy 
muscle — and a build you can be proud of? Then just give 
me the opportunity to prove that "Dynamic Tension" 
is what you need. 

No "ifs," "ands," or "maybes." Just tell me where you 
want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby? 
Or skinny and gawky? Are you short-winded, pepless? 
Do you hold back and let others walk off with the prettiest 
girls, best jobs, etc.? Then write for details about "Dynamic 
Tension" and learn how I can make you a healthy, con- 
fident, powerful HE-MAN. 

"Dynamic Tension" is an entirely NATURAL method. 
Only 15 minutes of your spare time daily is enough to show 
amazing results— and it's actually fun! "Dynamic Ten- 
s/on" does the work. 



CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 2S5-Z 
115 East 23rd Street 
New York, N.Y. 

I want the proof that your system of 
"Dynamic Tension" will help make a. New 
Mnn of mn — trive me a healthy, husky body 
find big muscular development. Send me your 
free hook. "Everlasting Health and Strength." 



(Please print or write plainly) 





Send for FREE BOOK 

Mail the coupon right now for full details 
and I'll send you my illustrated book, "Ever- 
lasting Health and Strength." Tells all about 
my "Dynamic Tension" method. Shows ac- 
tual photos of men I've made into Atlas 
Champions. It's a valuable book ! And it's 
FREE. Send for your copy today. Mail the cou- 
pon to me personally. CHARLES ATLAS, Dent. 
2S5-Z, 115 East 23rd St., New York, N. Y. 



